Corbett is my name. I am a Raven. Rather - 1 am the author's dream of an 
anthropomorphic Raven - but a raven is what I am. Corbett seems like a good name for 
me. It's derived from the French word "corbeille" - both Raven and person with black 
hair. But I am not a French Raven - I am a Common Raven - the kind you see in city 
parks along with flying pests like Pigeons and Seagulls. 

I prefer wooded areas - but get most of my food near Lake Merritt where people feed 
loaves of bread to Geese and Mallards. My diet is complex - but I'll tell you about it 
another day - or you can read about it elsewhere. Also complex is my brain and social 
behaviors. Very much like yours - so it is so easy to write a story through my dark eyes. 

I love the fog - which is fortunate since I live in Oakland where the heat of the Central 
Valley pulls the marine layer through the Golden Gate Bridge and into the Bay. On this 
particular day the fog's tentacles reached an altitude of fifteen hundred feet until giving 
way to the sun and sky. I know this because I followed its edge and rode the wind as it 
drifted into Tilden Park. Usually I hate this part of the park - the radiation from adjacent 
radio and cell phone towers screws with my senses. But the winds brought me here - and 
the shiny parked cars caught my attention when the fog broke. 

A tree for me. A pine! These are my favorite. And apparently the resting place of the 
author and his mistress. I was above and they were below. So many objects to attract my 
attention - and so out of place. The author, hell let's just call him by his birth name 
Odom, had set up two chairs - both a fantastic light blue trimmed with orange. Odom 
had also brought fleece blankets - white and maroon with very distracting silver zippers - 
I'm obsessed with metal. There must have been six of these zippers dangling around 
Odom' s backpack. Then there was the food. Cheese! And a kind of bread I recognized 
to be limited for human consumption. A Goose would trade her own Goslings for this 
loaf - my keen vision even spotted walnuts inside. Mouthwatering. 

Odom and his mistress, Havvah, looked cold at first. As I preened - I noticed their 
fidgeting feet trying to get warm. The sun was still strong up here - just above the fog - 
but the cool breeze forced them into the zipped cocoon of the maroon blanket. They 
were too big for it - and it was a puzzle for them to get comfortable - but never too 
preoccupied to keep the bread at arm's length. Just another few inches and I would have 
made off with it. 

I made some guttural vocalizations to get their attention - maybe they would get into 
their chairs to watch me and leave the bread unguarded. Clearly Odom would want to 
see me - I am his favorite - and who wouldn't want to catch of glimpse at the vehicle of 
his own narrative? They did look up - but it was clear they were fixtures stuck in place. 
Foregoing the walnut bread (and cheese!) I switched off the hunt, hopped onto an 
exposed branch with a better views and observer human romance. 

Havvah and Odom were natural lovers. Their bodies were in complete harmony and took 
queues from one another. When his excitement grew - hers was there to meet him. 
Their beak, err. . . mouths - lips? Pressed against one another's with tongues tangled. 



From my point of view they were like one organism until one pulled from the other - 
usually Odom - who got tired, or uncomfortable - whose limbs fell asleep - whose 
shuddering orgasms forced him to rest and wait. Havvah's body was both receiving and 
giving - with the strength to lock her legs into a position that looked uncomfortable when 
pressed into the ground my Odom's hips. Raven's don't lose circulation - and nor does 
Havvah. 

Twice they were interrupted by stray hikers. Two men happened upon their nest in mid 
stroke. Odom's penis was inflated but hidden - was it still in her? I couldn't tell. The 
men stopped twenty feet from the lovers and gazed curiously. Odom crouched and spoke 
quietly to his prize. He pulled the fleece blanket over the flesh of his ass cheeks and 
wished the men away in whispers. Could they tell my "cawww" was laughter? Not at 
the lovers, nor the curious men - but at my advantage over humans in general. Did they 
know I had been peering at them (and their bread) the entire time? This human feeling of 
shame would be unintelligible for me to grasp were it not for my being a manufactured 
agent of Odom's mind. Ok - I'm beating a dead horse on "author is me" point. 

The second interruption was much safer for their brittle psyches. A woman and her dog 
had chosen the path less traveled. But Odom and Havvah were sitting upright at this 
point - a post Odom orgasmic hiatus - including wine, CHEESE (!!!!), and the sniffs of 
what to them was a cute "doggy" - fucken Canis Lupus Familiaris. Meets the definition 
of a pest in my view. Pet Corbett would never beg for constant attention. I'd sit on your 
sill - get some of your bread - do a trick and leave you be. Anyhow - the "doggy" 
sniffed and made eye contact with Havvah - knowing her to be in the Canis fan club. 
But Havvah wanted him (her?) to return to the woman owner, who stood beyond a 
threatening distance and called for the doggy to circle back. 



In 30 minute intervals, Havvah would pull out a small glass pipe and smoke pot. She lit 
it for Odom and moved his head so the lighter would not burn his nose. Another popular 
ritual was when Odom or Havvah grabbed a small (SHINY!) bottle of lubrication. 
Watching them - stoned and making love on their fleece and pine needle perch - with 
lubricated groins slipping inside of one another - it was the first time that being human 
struck me as more enticing - at least on a romantic level - compared to my life as an 
Ave. She licked his entire face as he orgasmed! Licked it! From his scratchy chin, up 
over his eyes, across his forhead and back down his cheeks. He nuzzled his head into her 
stomach - I had only seen goats do this on a farm in Petaluma. And the goat's reaction 
was not nearly as squirmy and excited. 



The sun was just passing beneath the fog - with the top layer of mist burning ember red. 
They were not cold anymore - but they would be. I was perfectly comfortable, as 
always. It never occurs to me to find shelter unless its raining. Odom and Havvah had 
other ideas - they looked like they were packing up. I watched as their naked bodies 



became sheathed in the strange garments of which humans are so particular. I felt sad 
that Havvah was removing the crooked fleece hat that Odom had covered her head with. 
It was black - Corbett black if I were to name it. It looked very cute atop her head and 
reminded me of the early morning tea I saw campers brewing towards the foothills of the 
Sierra. Always morsels of breakfast at campsites towards the East. Havvah and Odom's 
fantastic bread and CHEESE was stowed far away in the green zipper adorned back 
pack. But I was satisfied by the scenery - and the blue and orange chairs were strapped 
to the outside where I could watch them bob up and down as they walked down the hill. 
Hovering, swooping and looping above them as they returned to their cars - I could think 
of nothing but the passionate examples that they had displayed before me. 

I landed on the wooden sign which announced something only relevant to the drivers in 
their cars who parked in front of the trailhead. Odom's car was still SHINY even in the 
foggy darkness and when he opened the door I could see the interior LIGHT - it drew me 
closer and I flapped to find a better distance. First he put all his supplies in the front - 
where people usually sit to drive. He emptied the trunk into the passenger seat and 
folded down the back seats. Empty beer bottles clanked. The glass pipe returned and 
they took turns sucking the smoke into their lungs. 

I could not see them through the windows - just their movements - but it was clear that 
the folded seats were not allowing for unbridled movement. How frustrating for all of us! 
The door opened. LIGHT. I loved that light. He re-arranged things back into the trunk 
and returned the seats upright. The doors closed again and opened briefly for him to 
exhale a puff of into the air. I could hear their movements as I hopped around the car. 
They sounded like the wheels of the freight trains that syncopated in turning grunts 
moving metal containers towards the Sacramento. Faster and faster and faster - then 
slowing down their rhythm for dips and the passing of a red flashing gate. Slowing 
down to catch their breath or take stock in what was passing within and around them. 
The weight was shifted and the cargo was passed from Odom to Havvah who received 
each drop into her warm skin. 

The tail lights of Odom' s car eventually faded out of sight - leaving me alone once 
again. I checked the gravel for remnants of food - but found none. After cleaning each 
wing - and paying special attention to the 12 retrices of my tail - it was time to return to 
Lake Merritt where my pedestrian life waited for me. A common crow receives me upon 
my return. Monogomy is the rule among Corvids - and most mated pairs stay together 
until death. 



